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				From Businessman To Family Man

				Widowed mother Hannah St. James didn’t expect to meet her
					next employer by crashing into his new Mercedes. But she’s in no financial shape
					to pass up the position that workaholic businessman Tyler Matthews offers:
					live-in caregiver to his grandmother. Hannah adores caring for feisty Lily, and
					her son’s new room is every boy’s dream. But her handsome boss hides his guarded
					heart behind ledgers and meetings. Underneath Tyler’s tycoon exterior is a
					tender side that stirs her heart and hopes again. It’ll take Hannah, an adorable
					little boy and one determined elderly woman to show him that family always
					provides the best care.

			

		

	
		
			
				“You’re not very optimistic about this,” Hannah said. “You think I can’t handle it.”

				“Let’s just say that some highly experienced caregivers have resigned,” Ty said.

				“I’ll make it work.” She wrapped both hands around the coffee mug and stared into its depths. I have to!

				Her son providentially entered the kitchen at that moment. “Mr. Matthews’s grandmother said that I could have hot chocolate. Is that right?”

				“Sure.” Ty got up. “I’ll show you where things are and you can make it yourself from now on.”

				“Cool.” Danny followed Ty from the refrigerator to the silverware drawer to the cupboard like a shadow.

				He hadn’t been around many men. Hannah hadn’t really dated anyone since her husband died. Watching her little boy glue himself to
Ty Matthews, she realized how much Danny must have missed father-son contact. 

				“Cute kid,” Ty whispered. “He’ll probably do a lot to improve my grandmother’s mood. She really is partial to little boys. I was just as adorable as a kid.”

				She observed his blue eyes twinkle. In her book, he was still pretty adorable.
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				Honor your father and your mother,
so that your days may be long in the land
that the Lord is giving you.

				—Exodus 20:12

			

		

	
		
			
				This was written in honor of my parents and all the wise and wonderful older people I’ve had in my life.

			

		

	
		
			
				Contents

				Chapter One

				Chapter Two

				Chapter Three

				Chapter Four

				Chapter Five

				Chapter Six

				Chapter Seven

				Chapter Eight

				Chapter Nine

				Chapter Ten

				Chapter Eleven

				Chapter Twelve

				Chapter Thirteen

				Chapter Fourteen

				Chapter Fifteen

				Chapter Sixteen

				Chapter Seventeen

				Chapter Eighteen

				Chapter Nineteen

				Chapter Twenty

				Chapter Twenty-One

				Chapter Twenty-Two

				Chapter Twenty-Three

				Chapter Twenty-Four

				Chapter Twenty-Five

				Epilogue

				Dear Reader

				Questions for Discussion

				Excerpt

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter One

				White-knuckled with anxiety, Hannah St. James pulled her car into the parking lot of the Marshall medical complex. She wasn’t the kind to beg, but she would if she had to. She’d never needed a job as badly as she did now, and she’d do whatever it took to get one.

				Her mind still on losing her job at Family Affairs, a caregiving service for the elderly, she didn’t even see the Mercedes until their fenders met.

				Hazel eyes wide, she slipped out of her old Kia just as an attractive, dark-haired man emerged from the obscenely shiny Mercedes and strode toward her. His broad shoulders were rigid and his handsome jaw set. Anger fairly oozed off of him.

				“You drove right into me,” he said in astonishment. His eyes were hidden behind sunglasses and no doubt shooting darts.

				He was an undeniably good-looking man. His finely chiseled features reminded her of her late husband, Steve. She guessed he was about her own age—in his early thirties. She fleetingly wished that she’d met him under different, more friendly, circumstances.

				She forced that thought to the back of her mind. “I was distracted. I’m sorry.” She stared at the fenders of the two cars. The Mercedes had a ding, without a doubt, but the front of her little car looked as if it had been through a trash masher. “I have insurance.”

				She didn’t add that it was liability insurance, which would pay for the Mercedes but not for her old clunker. Now, at least, the hail damage it had suffered would not be so noticeable. All eyes would be fixed on her fender.

				“This car is six weeks old,” the man muttered. “Six weeks!” He took off his glasses to reveal blue eyes with long, dark lashes.

				“Mine is eight years,” Hannah said absently as she pulled at one of her red curls. He probably had other cars he could use while his was in the shop. She’d be taking the bus, if she had anywhere to go now that she was unemployed. Unemployed. She groaned inwardly. It would certainly be a mess getting to job interviews without a car.

				“Ty, dear, is everything okay?” The car’s passenger-side window opened and a white-haired woman with piercing blue eyes peered out.

				“It’s okay, Gram. We’ll take care of it.”

				Hannah stared in horror at the old woman. She looked fragile. What if she’d been hurt? Hannah raced to the woman’s window before she could close it.

				“I am so sorry. Are you okay? How does your neck feel?” All Hannah’s geriatric nursing skills flooded to the surface. “Do you need to go to the hospital?”

				“Mercy no, dear. I’m fine. Besides, I’m here to see my doctor.” The wizened woman gestured toward the medical building. “He can look at me. I’m sure he’ll say all is well. Thank you for being so concerned.”

				“Well, she did hit our car,” the man pointed out tersely, less forgiving than the old woman. His blue eyes were just like his grandmother’s, Hannah noted. Only he had unbelievably long, dark lashes. Very nice. Actually, more than nice. She surprised herself. It had been a long time since she’d noticed much of anything about the opposite sex.

				“But see how remorseful she is.”

				“Insurance companies don’t care about remorse, Grams.”

				Hannah dug a piece of paper and pen from her pocket and began to scribble. “Here is my email address and the name of my insurance company.”

				He took it without reading it and stuffed it in his pocket. With a sigh, he pulled a business card from the inside pocket of his jacket and handed it to Hannah. TDM Imports and Exports.

				“My insurance agent will be in touch,” she ventured.

				“He’d better be.”

				Hannah winced. She watched him get into the car, pull forward and park in the handicapped space nearest the door. He then lovingly extracted the tiny white-haired woman from the front seat and lifted her in his arms as a nurse from the clinic appeared with a wheelchair. Gently, he placed the old woman in the chair and they moved away.

				“Be still my heart,” Hannah murmured as unexpected emotions rushed through her. It wasn’t because he was good-looking, though he was, or that he was tall and athletically built, a fact revealed when he shrugged out of his winter coat as he followed his grandmother’s wheelchair into the building. It wasn’t because his dark brown hair was the kind of hair a woman could happily run her fingers through. What made Hannah’s heart go pitty-pat was the sight of a man so concerned and gentle with an elderly woman. For a geriatric nurse like Hannah, it was a joy to see.

				Then the enormity of her own problems returned and her thoughts focused on more pressing issues. She’d lost her job through no fault of her own. She was behind on her bills and had no money left in savings. After this accident, her car insurance would probably go up. She’d have to find a way to repair her battered car. And her younger sister Trisha’s tuition for summer school would be due before she knew it. The girl had been going to school year round in order to finish quickly. After today, there was no way Trisha could finish soon enough for Hannah.

				She got back into her car, crossed her arms over the steering wheel, rested her head on her forearms and allowed the hot tears she’d been holding back to fall. Hannah allowed herself only a few moments of self-pity, however, before she wiped away her running mascara and got back out of her car. She’d have to worry about this later. Right now, she had bigger fish to fry.

				When God closes a door He opens a window. A window will open, a window will open... she told herself as she raced up the stairs to Dr. Phillip Harvey’s office.

				An internist physician who specialized in geriatrics, Doc Harvey had been a close friend of her parents and, later, of hers. The office, with its commercial-grade brown carpeting, beige walls and wildlife prints, was familiar. Little had changed since she’d worked here as a receptionist while she was in nursing school and subbed as an occasional caregiver for his aging father. He’d been very supportive when her parents died and told her more than once since that if she ever needed anything, she should call him. Hannah had never taken him up on his offer until now.

				She took a chair in the waiting room, still panting a little from her shortcut up the stairs, and tried to calm her red curls by running her fingers through them. As she did so, the reception room door opened and the tall, attractive man from the Mercedes and the elderly woman in the wheelchair entered. The old woman fixed her eyes on each of Dr. Harvey’s patients in turn, seeming to x-ray them with her clear blue gaze. This woman might be elderly, Hannah thought, but she had all her wits about her. Energy and intelligence fairly radiated from her.

				The older woman wore expensive clothing appropriate for this chilly March day in Denver—a wool and cashmere coat, fur-lined leather boots and a silk shawl around her shoulders that probably cost as much as Hannah’s entire outfit. Every hair was in place and her makeup was expertly applied. She could have been anywhere between seventy-five and ninety, Hannah thought, because although she was frail and in a wheelchair, she looked both youthful and old at once.

				Hannah returned her attention to the man pushing the wheelchair. When he laughed at something the receptionist said, his smile flashed white and even. She hadn’t been privy to that smile in the parking lot, unfortunately. Still, the most noticeable things about him were the same remarkable blue eyes as those of his grandmother’s.

				He scanned the room for a place to sit. The only open spot was next to Hannah.

				He didn’t look any happier than she felt. “Do you mind if my grandmother sits here? There’s a spot for her wheelchair.”

				“Please do.” Hannah watched him as he patiently maneuvered the wheelchair into place and tenderly helped his grandmother remove her scarf and coat. In this throwaway society, some people behaved as if the elderly were dispensable, but not this man. He was irate over his car but, given the way he handled the older woman, Hannah could forgive him for that.

				Settled, the old lady leaned toward Hannah, put her gnarled hand on Hannah’s smooth one and whispered, “Don’t mind him. You know how men are about their cars. He’s been cranky lately. It’s something about falling behind at work and needing to spend more time at his office. The car was just the straw that broke the camel’s back. We’ll have it fixed in no time.”

				Hannah wasn’t sure it was that simple, but she smiled gratefully at the woman. “Thank you. I really am sorry.”

				The lady waved a dismissive hand and changed the subject. “This wheelchair is for the birds. I hope my broken foot heals quickly so I can get out of this thing. I drove my car until I was in my eighties, you know. Unfortunately, my doctor says I’m healing more slowly than I would have when I was younger.”

				Hannah looked toward the cast on the elderly woman’s foot. “How did it happen?”

				“I tripped on a Chihuahua, of all things! My friend brought her little dog with her when she came to visit. I’m not accustomed to having a dog around and it got tangled in my feet.” Her laughter was like chiming bells. “Imagine that, ninety years old and tripped up by a dog smaller than my purse! My name is Lily, by the way. What’s yours?”

				Charmed, Hannah told Lily her first name.

				“Oh, Hannah, you should have seen the fuss when I tripped on Wilbur! Imagine naming a dog Wilbur—whatever happened to names like Spot and Rover?” As Lily regaled Hannah with her dog incident, her grandson leaned back in his chair and wearily closed his eyes. He was asleep by the time his grandmother’s name was called, Hannah knew, because his features had softened and the frown lines on his forehead were relaxed. He was even more striking in repose.

				Without looking at Hannah, he jumped up and wheeled his grandmother toward the attending nurse. Lily waved goodbye to Hannah over her shoulder.

				“I’ll put you in room three,” she heard the nurse tell them as they disappeared down the hallway toward one of Dr. Harvey’s examining rooms.

				Hannah picked up the daily paper on the table beside her, but her mind was focused on other things like Trisha’s tuition, her eight-year-old son Danny’s need for incidentals at school, not to mention heat, lights and food. Danny’s jeans were already high-water and they were only a month old, a fact she considered a minor emergency. Kids at school had teased Danny about his too-short pants and her son had come home in tears. He also needed new shoes...again. What’s more, Trisha had been right about Hannah’s clothes, they were showing their age. Some of them were old enough to have cycled back into style again.

				Then there was the mortgage she and Steve had taken out on the house. She remembered how giddy with happiness they’d been. Their first home—she’d loved it the moment she’d seen it. Small and cozy, it had two bedrooms on the first floor and a third under the eaves on the second. They’d remodeled the kitchen so it was sunny and bright. They’d drunk coffee at the small island every morning and discussed their plans for the day. She couldn’t lose her house, not the one she and Steve had chosen together, the one in which she was raising her son. It was her last real physical connection to her late husband. Besides, where would they go?

				She knew she shouldn’t worry about her life—even what she would eat or drink—because it did no good. God already knew what she needed. Worrying couldn’t add an hour to her lifespan, so why do it? That’s what it said in Matthew 6.

				Why had it become so difficult lately to trust this and to act on it?

				The past seven years since her husband’s death had tested her. Sometimes she feared she’d lost sight of God’s plan for her. But, if fear was an avalanche, then God was the mountain. Here she was again, feeling fear sweep over her, blocking her vision of the future, even though she was rooted on the mountainous strength of God. Sadly, it was difficult to remember that when the surge was so wild and furious.

				Dr. Harvey’s nurse peeked out and beckoned her back to his office. “I’m squeezing you in,” she said softly. “He can give you a couple minutes, but he’s very busy so it might not be long.”

				“Anything is great. Thank you.”

				Dr. Harvey breezed into the room looking as fit as he had when Hannah had worked there. He was a little grayer, perhaps, but otherwise exactly the same.

				“Hi, Hannah. It’s good to see you.” He shook her hand vigorously before dropping into his chair. “I have a patient waiting so I don’t have much time, but I understand you are in a hurry to talk to me. My nurse used the word panicked.”

				“She was right,” Hannah said ruefully and explained the situation. The more she spoke, the deeper the look of concern grew on the doctor’s features.

				When she was done, he grimaced. “I hate to tell you, but I don’t have an opening and, frankly, don’t know that many others do either. Budget cutting, belt tightening, you know what I mean. If I hear of anything, I’ll make sure my nurse contacts you. Leave your information with me.”

				He appeared regretful as he added, “I’m sorry, Hannah. I really wanted to be more help than this.”

				She picked up her purse from the floor and smiled gamely at him. “I know. Thank you for taking the time to talk to me.”

				He opened the door for her. “Please, keep in touch. If I hear anything...”

				She walked down the hall to the waiting room, shoulders squared, head high. She didn’t want Dr. Harvey, who’d been so kind, to know the devastation she felt.

				* * *

				Tyler observed Dr. Harvey as he examined his grandmother’s foot and studied the recent X-ray. His mind was only partially on the conversation between the other two. Why did that careless woman in the parking lot have to be so beautiful? With her cloud of red hair and delicate features, she was unique-looking. It was aggravating enough to have to repair the car—but it was worse that he couldn’t get the one who did the damage out of his mind.

				“How’s the pain?” Harvey asked.

				“Still there,” Lily told him.

				“You told me it was better,” Tyler said with a frown. Lily had a way of not divulging things to him when she thought he might worry.

				“It is, but it’s still there.” Lily pursed her lips and cocked her head in the way she had when she was trying to charm someone. “I think my grandson is getting tired of taking care of me, doctor. Not that I blame him. I don’t sleep much.”

				“Three to five hours a night is about it,” Tyler felt tired just saying it.

				“And I like his company,” Lily added coyly.

				“Four or more games of Scrabble every night.”

				Tyler could feel the doctor’s appraising eyes on him. “You look exhausted.”

				Tyler didn’t want to admit it, but the ninety-year-old woman was running him ragged.

				“Have you considered live-in help?” Dr. Harvey asked. “Lily will be incapacitated for quite some time yet.”

				“They all quit for one reason or another.” Tyler tipped his head slightly toward Lily to indicate the cause for the abdications.

				“Oh, Tyler can take care of me. He’s doing a wonderful job.”

				Tyler bit his lip to keep from disagreeing. He was mediocre, at best. And his business was suffering badly from his frequent absences.

				“I know of someone who might help you. She worked for me while she was in school. If we’d had any openings, I would have hired her myself. She’s outstanding with the elderly. In fact, she even took care of my father for a time.” Dr. Harvey copied a phone number onto the back of his business card. “Call her if you want. She’s a widow with a young son. Her last name is St. James and she will do an excellent job for you.”

				Tyler politely took the card and put it in his coat pocket. He’d hired other excellent caregivers for Lily and she’d worn them out. Though Dr. Harvey was a good judge of character, should he hire someone to care for his grandmother on a single recommendation? Maybe he was so tired he was grasping at straws.

				He was going to bring up the subject in the car on the way home, but before he could, Lily announced out of the clear blue, “I wish that lovely young woman we met in Dr. Harvey’s office could help me, the one who ran into your car. She’s a Christian, you know. I could tell. She wore a cross around her neck.”

				“A necklace isn’t sure-fire proof of anything. Besides, she obviously can’t drive. You’ll need transportation to and from the clinic.” Had the woman not been quite so lovely, Tyler might have objected to her more.

				“I’m going to pray about it,” Lily said firmly and closed her eyes as if to start immediately.

				Lily’s faith was rock-solid, Tyler knew. Living in Lily’s orbit had taught him many things. If she wanted to pray, more power to her.

				Despite what he’d said to Lily, he did need to consider the idea of calling the woman Dr. Harvey had suggested. If he didn’t start paying more attention to his import and export business, it wouldn’t exist much longer. He needed to be in the office daily. In and awake, that is.

				Lily’s eyes popped open and she said, “I’m thinking a little sunshine might be good for me. It would be nice if you closed up shop for a bit so we could go on a trip. Hawaii is always lovely.” She squirmed in her seat. “It’s just so boring with my foot in this cast.”

				A trip? Hadn’t his grandmother heard a thing he’d said about falling behind at the office, that he needed to work more, not less?

				Lily had just given him the reason to act. Tyler made up his mind. He would call the woman whose number was in his pocket as soon as he got home.

				He’d simply keep her in line until he knew she could do the job to his satisfaction. That had to be easier than taking Lily to Hawaii.

				Besides, he had an escape clause—he could always fire the woman if Lily didn’t run her off first.

				* * *

				Ty sat at his desk and stared out the window. Getting a good lead on someone to help Lily was a relief.

				Lily hadn’t sounded completely delighted by the prospect, but Tyler didn’t care. Ever since they’d left the doctor’s office yesterday, Lily had doggedly insisted that he go right out and find that “sweet young thing” who hit their car. Lily said that she was the only one she wanted to care for her. She even promised to try not to be difficult, if she could get her way in just this one thing. He’d believe that she could behave when he saw it.

				Lily even liked the idea of having a little boy in the house when Ty told her the caretaker the doctor recommended had a child. She and Ty’s grandfather had raised Ty from the time he was a small child. Ty’s father had died not long after he was born and his mother never quite recovered from the shock. Adele Matthews had had a difficult time dealing with her own life. She had nothing left to give to a small child. That left Ty in his grandparents’ care with a mother who flitted in and out of his life, until she’d passed away five years ago.

				Lily went into a rhapsodic account of the wonderful times they’d had together when Ty was young. It would be just like “old times.”

				He couldn’t argue with her. It was true. The whimsical, impulsive Lily and her indulgent husband were about as much fun to live with as any grandparents a child could have. They bought him a pony—Lily’s idea—and taught him to golf in the backyard, at his grandfather’s insistence. They’d also agreed Ty could eat ice cream for dinner for a week to see if he really could get sick of it (he didn’t.) More amazing yet, Lily had let him keep a snake in a big fish tank in his room. His grandfather didn’t even seem perturbed when it escaped and was lost for three days in the ductwork of the house. A maid discovered it, Ty recalled, right before she handed in her resignation.

				Sometimes Ty thought he’d grown up to be more serious and mature than either of the adults in his life. At times he wished it weren’t so, like now, when he spent so much time trying to please his grandmother.

				Lily had already chased off several caretakers with her demands and she was trying to behave. Hannah would learn soon enough.

				Whatever Lily wants, Lily gets.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Two

				“One thousand one, one thousand two, one thousand three...” Tyler was counting under this breath when he heard the tinkle of the small crystal bell. He’d given that wretched bell to his grandmother when he was twelve years old to commemorate her seventieth birthday. He’d never expected that twenty years later he’d be jumping to the sound of that same faint ringing that had once intrigued him.

				With a sigh, he saved the document file and closed his computer. Then he put a smile on his face and walked across the hall to his grandmother’s bedroom. He’d lost count of the times he’d done this tonight.

				“Hey, there. What are you doing awake? It’s after midnight.”

				“Oh, Tyler, I just can’t sleep.” Lily Matthews looked like a petulant child in her pink flannel nightgown. “I think it’s that new medication I’m taking. Maybe some hot tea would help.” She looked at him slyly through those bright and ageless eyes. “And a game of Scrabble. That always puts me to sleep.”

				“It does not. It winds you up like a clock. I have to go to work early in the morning, Grams. I can’t be up half the night playing games.” He was so tired already that his vision was blurring.

				“Well,” she huffed. “I’m sorry I’m such an imposition. Just the tea, then. I apologize for breaking my foot and becoming such a burden to you.”

				She was trying to guilt him into staying up half the night with her. He wouldn’t fall for it this time, he told himself.

				“I’m sure you didn’t.” He smiled a little. As much as his often manipulative, occasionally cantankerous grandmother drove him crazy sometimes, he loved her with all his heart. If only...

				“...if only,” she said, as if she’d read his mind, “that lovely woman you’d hired to help me hadn’t left. Then you wouldn’t have had to do everything for me. Did I ever tell you about the time...”

				Lily Matthews was off and running. Tyler was too tired to listen.

				The woman his grandmother was referring to hadn’t left, exactly. It was more like she’d run away. Like the one before her. And the one before that. They’d all stayed a while, tending to his grandmother, hopping to her orders. Then they always resigned for the same reason—Lily was too much. She slept little, chatted constantly and was, although she’d never admit it, often imperious and demanding. She thought nothing of waking someone during the night to watch QVC with her or send her breakfast back to be remade two or three times because the poached eggs weren’t quite to her liking. And taking her pills...that could be like World War III for a woman who was mentally somewhere in her thirties but trapped in the body of a ninety-year-old. Lily hated getting old.

				She reminded him of a beautiful Ferrari with a purring engine whose wheels had been removed so the vehicle had been put up on blocks. Lily still had the engine but not the mobility.

				It wasn’t all Lily’s fault, Tyler knew. His grandfather had spoiled her outrageously over the years and had never once complained about her strong personality or over-the-top demands. Lily was behaving just like she always had.

				The difference was that Ty was not his grandfather. He didn’t have a staff of servants or a business manager and a massive team of people to run TDM Imports and Exports. After his grandfather had died and Ty had taken over his business, he’d trimmed much of the fat both personally and in the organization. Keeping it lean and trim had allowed him to be successful, even in the economic downturn. But he hadn’t counted on Lily breaking her foot and insisting that she move into his house to be cared for. Nor had he expected her to demand that he bestow the attention on her that his grandfather once had.

				Running the business, traveling and watching out for Lily, with no one but an infrequent home health care nurse and an occasional cleaning lady to help, wore him out. It didn’t help that Lily was a night owl.

				Still, he loved his grandmother. It was his turn now to take care of Lily. Honor your father and your mother—or your grandmother—had become his mantra, the thing he told himself when Lily was particularly irascible. It was all about her frustration at being unable to be as active as she once had, he reminded himself.

				When he returned to his grandmother with the tea, she’d already dumped the Scrabble tiles onto the small table in front of her and she gave him that surely you don’t mean to deny me look. She took the cup, tasted it and smiled sadly. “Just a little warmer, dear. Do you mind terribly?”

				Warmer, colder, higher, lower, deeper, wider. It was always something with Lily. A wave of tiredness spread through him. It was going to be another of those short, short nights of sleep. He would call the number Dr. Harvey had given him first thing in the morning. He’d ask the woman if she could start tomorrow.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Chapter Three

				Hannah pulled into the circular drive in front of the massive two-story brick home. As she did so, the butterflies in her stomach multiplied. This interview simply mattered too much. She was on the ropes and had no where else to go. Tyler Matthews had called her first thing this morning and she’d immediately agreed to a ten o’clock appointment with him.

				“Lord,” she whispered. “Please let this be the place.”

				She rang the bell and held her breath as the door swung open to reveal a dark cavern of rich cherrywood and parquet flooring. A round table that looked old and valuable sat in the center of the foyer with a flower arrangement on it that was at least four feet high, the kind she’d seen in the reception areas of fancy hotels. Those flowers alone would have paid her phone bill for six months.

				She reached out her hand to the gentleman at the door and said, “Hello, I’m Hannah St. James. You called me to...” Then she looked into his face and a single word slipped out. “You!”

				He stared back at her, obviously equally surprised. “From Dr. Harvey’s parking lot? I had no idea...”

				Of course not. There’d been no way to make such a connection. Dr. Harvey must have gone right into the next examination room and told these people about her. “Neither did I.” He’d never let her take care of his grandmother after what she’d done to his brand-new car.

				“I was there looking for work,” she managed shakily.

				“And he suggested we call you,” Tyler said, seemingly staggered that she’d turned up on his doorstep.

				A faint bell chimed upstairs and they both glanced in that direction.

				“My grandmother. I’ll be right back.”

				“I could come and say hello,” Hannah offered, hoping to revise his first impression of her.

				“Not yet. My office is to the left. We have to talk first.”

				* * *

				Feeling uncomfortable and tongue-tied, Hannah feared she wasn’t making a very good impression. What’s more, Matthews kept looking at her strangely as she sat at his desk in the chair across from him. Perhaps he expected her to do something silly...again. Still, there’d been a coffee service on the corner of the desk and he’d offered her a cup. The man had manners when one wasn’t crashing into his fender.

				“I need someone who is willing to move in and live here in this house,” Tyler was saying.

				“I can’t, Mr. Matthews. I own a home. I live with my sister and eight-year-old son. It wouldn’t be right to leave them.”

				“No husband then?”

				The next words out of his mouth startled her so that her jaw dropped.

				“Bring your son along. He can live here with you. Your sister, too, if you like. My grandmother enjoys children. They could entertain each other.”

				“My sister is in college. She’s old enough to live on her own, but Danny...you’d really permit that?”

				Tyler sat back in his chair and crossed his arms over his broad chest. “Here’s the deal, Mrs. St. James.”

				“Hannah.”

				“Very well, Hannah. My grandmother is a spitfire. She has energy that some forty-year-olds don’t have. She’s not accustomed to being confined to a wheelchair and the lack of mobility makes her irritable. I have an import and export business that needs my immediate attention. I love my grandmother with all my heart, but I can’t make her happy and still run my business. I need someone to live in the house, be available to her 24/7 and to keep her busy. It isn’t an easy job. Frankly, I’m getting desperate.”

				So desperate that he’d hire even her? Was that why he hadn’t turned her away at the door when he recognized her?

				“That’s asking a lot.”

				“You’ll have your freedom and time off, but you’ll need to work around my schedule. I want someone here for Grams if she gets into mischief. Grandmother doesn’t normally get into trouble, of course. She usually creates it.”

				She studied him closely. He looked tired. Huge stacks of papers and files littered his desk. What’s more, she understood what he was saying about his grandmother. As people aged, their hours passed more slowly, and they craved contact with others and ways to fill those empty spaces. Lily would probably prefer that Tyler never leave her side at all except to sleep—and then for as few hours a night as possible.

				“Frankly, Mr. Matthews, I’m surprised you’re even talking to me. After all, I’m the one who ran into your new car. You must think I’m irresponsible, yet you’re willing to hire me?”

				His eyebrows rose and his blue eyes widened. A smile crept across his face. “Frantic is what I am. I wouldn’t let you drive Lily to the clinic, but if you stayed inside the house...”

				Hannah couldn’t help smiling. If he could make a joke of it, so could she.

				“There is one rather large problem, however.”

				Her heart sank a little. “Oh?”

				“Yes. I’d like you to start immediately. You can move in this evening. I realize you’ll have to go home and pack. Maybe you can bring what you need for the week and then take your time getting the rest.”

				He was asking her to leave her home, move in with virtual strangers and raise her son in an unfamiliar place—all in a matter of hours? It didn’t even sound rational. Was the Matthews home in a different school district? She didn’t know. She didn’t have gas money to be driving Danny back and forth to school.

				“I need time to think.”

				“I’m afraid I need an answer now.”

				Hannah opened her mouth to protest, but instead “I’ll take it” popped out.

				* * *

				“Good. I want to let Lily know you’re here before she sees you. Then I’ll show you the house.”

				He left Hannah in his office while he mounted the stairs to Lily’s room.

				She was sitting in her rocking chair, knitting. Her white hair was a tumble of tight curls. She looked practically angelic in her pale pink velour outfit.

				Looks could be deceiving, Ty thought wearily.

				“You didn’t bring her up to meet me.”

				“You have met her. She’s the woman who ran into us at the clinic.”

				“With that dreadful little car? That sweet thing? Scoop her up.”

				When Ty paused, Lily’s jaw hardened and her eyes turned flinty. “I liked that girl. If you can’t get her, then just toss me into the nursing home so you can tend to your business and get me completely out of your hair. Maybe I should just check myself in.”

				Lily always threatened to check herself into some institution or another when things weren’t going her way. Ty’s grandfather had always considered Lily’s occasional petulance cute and bent over backward to fulfill his wife’s wishes. It had given him great pleasure, in fact, to spoil his Lily.

				Tyler wasn’t like his grandfather, but he didn’t like to cross Lily any more than the older man had.

				“I did hire her, Gram. I’ll bring her up. She has to go home to pack a few things, of course, but she’ll be back tonight.”

				Lily’s face was suddenly wreathed with smiles. She reached out and patted his hand. “Darling boy.”

				She looked so pleased that Ty couldn’t feel too badly about doing something so impulsive. He wanted only the best for his grandmother.

				Lily had become forgetful lately. Dr. Harvey had casually said that it was likely a result of being upset about her fall and that he doubted that it was the early stages of dementia. Dementia. Ty had never before considered such a thing happening to Lily. It changed how he thought about his grandmother. Since that conversation, Ty had feared the worst and hoped for the best.

				That’s when he’d decided that whatever Lily wanted, Lily would get.

				* * *

				“You’ll have the room next to Lily’s,” Tyler told Hannah as he began his tour of the house. “She insisted upon it. There’s a dressing room and bath between the two rooms, so you can use the adjoining door to get into her room if she needs you at night. If she isn’t feeling well, you might want to leave both doors open so you can hear her. Otherwise, there are monitors in each room you can turn on at night.”

				His proximity was unnerving her. His cologne was crisp and masculine combined with the sharp sweet scent of soap. She closed her eyes for a moment, enjoying the experience.

				Her eyes sprung open. Enough of that!

				“Is she a restless sleeper?” she inquired, switching her thoughts from him to his grandmother.

				“Not once you convince her to go to sleep. It usually takes me several games of Scrabble and begging for mercy before she agrees to go to bed.” He paused on the landing between the stairs that led to the second floor. “Lily’s a handful, Hannah. Like I’ve said before, my grandfather doted on her. He felt it was his purpose in life. She’s not accustomed to not having her own way.”

				“We’ll be fine. I like a challenge,” Hannah said bravely.

				“Then you should have a great deal of fun with my grandmother.”

				* * *

				Hannah’s new room was filled with sunshine. It had pale yellow walls, soft yellow sheers on the windows, a white coverlet decorated with yellow flowers and accents the color of tender green shoots peeking from the ground in early spring. It was larger than she’d expected, with room for not only the queen-size canopied bed, but also a love seat and chair, a desk and a small entertainment center hidden inside an armoire. The bathroom was equally pleasant with white subway tile, a claw-footed tub and a mirrored vanity for putting on makeup.

				“This is lovely,” Hannah said softly. She was touched that he’d chosen such a room for her.

				“It’s one of the larger bedrooms. I’m afraid that Danny’s room is quite a bit smaller.”

				“Danny? He can stay in here with me. All we need is a cot or mattress.”

				“Lily wouldn’t hear of that. Come. I’ll show you his room. Then you can say hello to Lily.”

				She followed him down the hall to a room that was surely a little boy’s dream. Painted balsa wood airplanes of all types hung from the ceiling, flying over a double bed. In one corner was a foosball table and in another a towering stack of plastic bins filled with Lego.

				“Danny will stay here? This looks like it was put together just for him.”

				“It was, in a way.”

				She cocked her head to look at him.

				“This was my bedroom when I was Danny’s age. I put every one of those airplane kits together and convinced my grandfather to hang them. He liked Lego as much as I did, so we rarely went shopping without coming home with another kit. Danny can build the Capitol Building here in Denver, the Denver Art Museum and probably the U.S. Air Force Academy in Colorado Springs with all those.”

				Hannah sat down on the bed and put her hands to her mouth.

				“What’s wrong? Do you want him to have a television? I suppose I could...”

				“No, of course not. I’m just astounded at how perfect this suits us. Danny will be over the moon! God is good.” Tears stung at the backs of her eyes. She hadn’t realized just how tense she’d been until this moment. She hadn’t trusted God nearly enough.

				* * *

				He studied her but said nothing.

				She wasn’t acting the way he’d anticipated. He wasn’t sure what it was he had expected, but it wasn’t this. She looked about to burst into tears. Lily had said the little boy would enjoy his old room, but this?

				What made Hannah St. James tick? He’d assumed that Lily would chase her off even faster than she’d run off the others, but now he was beginning to wonder. Maybe it wouldn’t happen that way. Hannah seemed more desperate for a job than the others he’d hired. That vulnerability brought out feelings in him that he hadn’t felt for anyone but his family. He shook it off, chalking it up to exhaustion.

				“Do you want to say hello to Grandmother?”

				She wiped away a tear that had slipped onto her cheek and stood up. “Yes, of course. Excuse me for getting teary-eyed. My son will love this. He’s such a good little boy and I haven’t always been able to give him all I’d like. I’m happy that he’ll be able to stay in this wonderful room while we’re away from home. Danny has been my best buddy since his dad died and I can hardly wait to see his face when he sees these airplanes.”

				Being a jobless widow was certainly enough to explain her desperation for a job and her determination to see it through. Maybe she would be the one who’d stick it out.

				Lily was waiting for them.

				“Finally! I thought you were never going to bring her to me, Ty.” Lily clapped her hands together with obvious glee. “We’re going to have such fun!”

				“Fun? She’s here to take care of you, Gram, not play games.”

				“My foot is broken, not my sense of humor. Don’t be a rain cloud, Ty, darling. Those other women you hired were kind but such duds. I can tell already that Hannah will be a live wire compared to them.”

				He glanced at Hannah, who was staring at Lily wide-eyed. It was probably just sinking in, all that he’d told her about his grandmother’s unquenchable energy and unreasonable demands. He hid a smile. Poor Hannah. Only she didn’t know it yet.

				Hannah moved close to Lily and took her hand. “We will have fun, won’t we? My son Danny is going to love you. Thank you for allowing me to bring him to your home.”

				“I love little boys. I raised Ty, you know. He was a dream child. I can hardly wait to meet your son.”

				“Then I’d better go home and start packing.”

				When Ty turned to look at Lily, she was beaming like a lighthouse.
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